Not Quite Paradise 


Author: Newrasis 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Kirk Hammett 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Dec 21 2004 02:56:06 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 

| don't think | have ever had a piece that is so stuck in my mind and makes me sleep so little. So a gigantic 
thank you to Heather, for helping me finally get this out of my head. It's been tormenting me for months, and 
then all it takes is a couple of e-mails from this girl and l'm free! Finally! And if you don't like the goats..blame 


it on her. 


Now; onto my attempt at grasping the very complex character that we all know and love as Kirk Hammett. 


Disclaimer: :sarcastic voice:. Oh, yes, didn't you know? I'm God. | own everything and everyone! .:rolls eyes: | 
don't own any members of Metallica, past, present or future..yadda yadda yadda.. This never 
happened..blablabla.No profit is being made..another yadda for good measure..No offence meant, really.. Happy? 


The mind is its own place and in itself 
Can make a Heaven out of Hell, a Hell out of Heaven 


~ Paradise Lost by John Milton~ 


James loves you. You know he does, because every time you look into those blue eyes you see total and utter 
adoration shining out of them. He is and always has been totally devoted to you, and sometimes it sort of 


scares you a little because you're not exactly sure what he expects in return. 


You love him too. You love the way he smiles, and the way he laughs, and the way he twists his hands when 
he's nervous, and the way he looks when he says your name. But most of all you love his innocence. Most 
people wouldn't understand a shit of that. They don't see him as innocent. Far from it. 


But he is. He really is. Sure, he's seen a lot of shit and he's been through more of it than most people. But he 
doesn't.he can't understand what your own mind can do to you. What kind of hell you can live through without 
any of it showing on the outside. Not until you explode. 


You've explained it to him. Or tried to, really. Not that you wanted to, but he wanted to understand you a little 
better. You've known him for twenty years after all. So you tried, knowing that it would fail. 


You told him about the bruises. That they never seemed to fade; that you still believe they're there. They're 
pierced into your very blood and they will never leave you, no matter how much he kisses you or holds you 


or tells you he loves you. 


You told him about the guilt. Always having to go on even though you've killed your fucking friend. You know 
now that you didn't, it was an accident. But until this day you stil believe that it's you who ought to have died 
that night. He didn't exactly help, and that's what he's got to live with. 


You told him about waking up every morning just to start drinking. You don't remember much of your 
twenties, because it's all one big fucking state of being drunk, with an occasional hangover from hell. This is 
probably the only part of you he'll ever really understand. He was right there beside you, after all, sharing 
those bottles. 


You told him about the drugs. That it was a mix of pain and grief and too much alcohol that led you down that 
path. You were always out for the short kicks, and at that time you needed them more than ever. Most of all 
you needed support, but he wasn't there for you, and nobody else could really give it to you. The drugs 
weren't really a comfort, more like an escape. They made you forget about everything. 

Even him. 


And you told him about your demons. 


He could never really understand you, and you know he still doesn't. He tries to, he really does, but its like he 


misses you by an inch or so. He's not the only one. 


You tried to explain it to him, even though the fact that you don't know why or how yourself made that 
difficult. You tried to anyway, because he asked for it. 


You told him about one day being so high on life you can walk on water. Everything's just great, you're making 


music, you're loving him, and it all seems so simple. 


The next you can't even get out of bed. All you can do is lock yourself up in your own head and listen to the 


accusing voices. 
Its all your fault. 

You're the one who ought to be dead. 

He doesn't love you. 

Nobody could ever love you. 

You're disgusting. 

You're filthy. 

You're repulsive. 

You're sickening. 

This is all your fault. 

He cried and held on to you, but he didn't understand. You just sat there, letting him cling to you, letting 

him release all the pain and frustration he felt through his tears. They fascinated you. Your own tears were 


lost to the world, you ran out of them years ago. Back when Cliff.. 


Anyway, that doesn't matter. The thing that matters is that he doesn't understand and he never will. In your 


opinion it's all for the best. You've learned to live with it over the years, but it would destroy him. 


He doesn't understand why you go out when it rains and just stand there for an eternity. He doesn't 
understand why some nights you have to get out of bed and go lie on the couch because you can't stand being 
in the same room as him. He doesn't understand why you sometimes can't have him touching you, yet you 
have to hear his voice. He doesn't understand why you sometimes can't get enough of him, can't stop kissing 


him, want him to fuck you until you can't even remember your own name. 


So he keeps on living life the simple way he always has. He keeps burning dinner every once in a while, and he 
keeps sneaking up behind you when you're doing yoga to put his arms around you to comment how agile it 
makes you, and he keeps complaining about all the healthy shit you drag into the fridge, and he keeps giving 


you kisses and strokes and caresses whenever he can. 


And he keeps closing his eyes when you flinch away from him. And he keeps telling himself its nothing when 


you walk out of bed in the middle of the night, grab your carkeys and drive off. 


Usually you drive into town. He wants to live a bit outside it and you willingly complied, because it really means 


that much to him. You love him and you would do anything for him, right? 


But the city is where you belong. You like to have people around you; it's comforting. Not necessarily safe, 
because some nights you sit in the middle of crowded, fighting bars, hoping that some poor drunk sod might 
decide to kill you. Or you walk up and down the same streets, turning with them in case a car would come in 


too high speed to stop and run over you. But nothing ever happens. 


You haven't gone out tonight. Not yet. But it's one of those bad nights. You have learned to recognize them. It's 


almost as if you can smell it in the air, like the odor of insanity. 


So you take one last look at the stranger with the dark circles under the eyes in your bathroom mirror. Soon 
you will go out to him, get into that bed beside him and pretend it's just a normal evening. He will kiss you, and 
you will try not to flinch away. He'll notice your effort and not say anything, just lay down to sleep. The 


Sandman won't be visiting him for many hours. 


You will spend those hours walking up and down streets, watching the city silently, searching for something, 
something that can make you go on. You can't see that it's right in front of your nose, can you? The one thing 


you're looking for is the one thing you can't see. Not when you need it the most. 


You won't get back to bed tonight. You won't even return to the house. It can't protect you and you know it. 
Those walls are filled with so much from the time before him, so many memories and mistakes and you won't 
be able to handle them tonight. When the sun is up and the sky is blue and his arms are around you you can 
laugh and smile and not care. But tonight will not be like that. 


Tonight the kids will keep you company. Its funny really, how things work. You have him, the all-mighty beast 
who can take just about anyone down, but when it comes to protecting you from yourself it's these tiny little 


animals who help you. 


He laughed when you told him you wanted to have goats. He said that it was so strange. And so very typical 
of you. 


"Who the fuck owns goats?" 


He's not laughing anymore. How many times has he found you curled up in a corner with a kid held tightly in 


your arms, eyes so wide and unseeing? 


They're so innocent. It scared you at first, because for some reason you thought that you would destroy that 
pureness. You were wrong, as you so often are. The first time you came home on one of those nights and 
heard them bleating in the barn, you just felt yourself being pulled towards them. You opened the door oh so 
carefully, almost afraid of what you might find inside. And they just looked at you. They all gave you one long 


look and then went back to eating. 
And that was it. One glance and you were accepted. 


Ever since you've been going there as soon as you get that empty feeling. It's not like they've miraculously 
healed you, that you're suddenly back to one piece. But it does help. He could probably help you, but you don't 
want him to come because you don't want to hurt him. It hurts him every time he sees you like that. All 


fragile and lost and broken 


But he'll come to you anyway, despite his own pain and your attempt to hide. Just before the break of dawn 
you will hear his steps making the gravel crunch, hear the door creak loudly as it always does, and you will 


feel his presence in the room a moment later. He'll nestle up against you the way he always does and hold you. 


Tight. 


You'll let him, knowing that nothing can stop him once he's set his mind to something. You will do your best to 


hide the smell of alcohol in your breath, because you know it upsets him. 


And you'll keep your eyes closed, because you know what they look like on those nights. You know he hates to 
see that emptiness. 


He will hold you and you will let him, because it makes it easier for him and you love him. It doesn't help you; 
when your dad's fists danced over your body for the first time they didn't only break your trust. They took 
your illusions as well. But he still has them, both the trust and the illusions, and at least his soul can be 


somewhat healed. 


In two days you'll be fine again, and he will forget what you can turn into. He loves you and his life still seems 


simple. 


He doesn't know what a prison your own mind can create for you. He doesn't understand how the brain can 
make such a hell out of such a heaven He can't comprehend it, and you don't want him to try, because you 
want him to be happy. You want to make him happy, and you know that it would be impossible if he got into 


your mind. 
He loves you, and you love him, and that's all that really matters. 


Notes: | love reviews. We were meant To be. 


